ISE 
red 
20 


tion 
get 


the 
| at 


ond 


- . “< 
: . 
Tt TTT tire yy | 


ited 


f 


: Se gah eI el 1. Sieinds i Ree nnn ore hearer cnn ere tpn nce et seme ee scaly Qt me. <rene-<onil amin ts 8 AR ge  atee cael Gee e 2- Pee teehee 


' SHORT STORIES 


OL LT eet A AAAS ee EHS eerste ScyacrayO isin cnet uss Bits ne ttrtserentsh err sin. 


VOLUME 5, NO. 5 | | | MAY, 1960 - 


ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S 
 ‘Inystery magazine 


CONTENTS 


NOVELETTE 
Woman Missine by Helen Nielsen .......4.. ensue sais 


‘inspenamuneeseetna aA tes Ate Taeranr tem incimametannteattieepatastanmomnnancniteiemtenin 


_ Eacu Nicur He Putrep true Triccer by Robert Edmond Alter... 4 


Key To A SKELETON Croser by O. H. Leslie wc. ccccccccucceccecs 12 
Victim, Dear Victim by Jeff Heller 0... .cccccccvcucacaecs Sarees 20 
‘Liry-Wurre Town by Jack Ritchie ........ Rongauesce en mne ets 25 
A Farr Warninc to Mysrery Wrirers by C. B. Gilford 10... 0004. 28 
Don’r Rock THE Boat! by Donald NEA ieee na wedge neko 42 
Lucrezia by H, A. DeRosso Pe ee eater ee ee 50 
Tue Stitt Smaty Voice by Richard Hardwick Suan deeauiss eooes 63 
Rusy Martinson’s Bie Dentist Carer by Henry Slesar .. soccscanes 4 | 
Very Morar Tuert by Jack Dillon ...... lie aston oeas Sieeewmast” OL : 
Linerrie Facss, pee Faces by Donald ree sis bea Eisteateeeieies” OG c - 


RICHARD E. DECKER, Publisher 

~ WILLIAM MANNERS, Editorial Director. . PAT HITCHCOCK, . Associate Editor 
_G, F. FOSTER, Managing Editor LISA BELKNAP, Associate Editor 
" MEINRAD MAYER, Art Director BARBARA REMINGTON, Illustrator 


know 
n your 
done. 


g men 


yester- 
iddock 
it with 
nagine 
nyway, 
loe by 


s med- 


all, he 


iommi- 
) move 


ve, 
artha — 


\GAZINE 


No situation is more fraught with drama, than women enjoy- — 
ing an afternoon cup of tea. Those who are dieting are engaged ( 

in an awesome struggle: Should they have sugar? Can they 

resist the hostess’s seven-layer? And there is always the posst- } 
bility that someone will spill hot tea in somebody's lap. The | C 
suspense on such occasions is really scarcely endurable. 
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Wes. prurrr frowned. “Come 


now, Mildred, surely you must — 


have at least one juvenile delin- 
quent. Every other place does these 


days.” 


Mildred Wooller shook her head. 


“[’m sorry, Clara, but I just can’t 


think of a single one. We’re a very ~ 


small town and everybody’s off the 
streets by ten.” 7 

Clara Pruitt sipped her tea. “TI re- 
gret to say that State Headquarters 
has had an eye on your club, Mil- 
dred.” ; 

“Oh, dear! Is that why they: sent 
you all the way up here?” 

Clara. nodded. “In August, the 


Confederation of. Women’s Clubs 


sponsored Help the Needy Month. 


‘We received no report on progress 


made in Elmdale.” - 
“I know,” Mildred said contrite- 
ly. “But we just didn’t have any- 


LILY-WHITE TOWN 


thing to report. Everybody here 
sort of takes care of everybody else 
and so nobody’s needy.” | 
Clara put down her cup. “There’s 
been talk of revoking your club’s 
charter, if we don’t get any action 


from Elmdale soon.” 


“But headquarters always picks a 


subject that we don’t have any of,” . 
Mildred. said plaintively. “Like 


Help the Handicapped, or Emo- 
tionally Disturbed Month, or Un- 
wed, ...” She moved her hands 
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helplessly. “And. this month it’s 

Juvenile Delinquency, and we just 

don’t have any of that either.” 
“Don’t be absurd, Mildred,” 


Clara said. “Boys will be boys, and | 


surely you must have some of 
them.” 

“Oh, yes,” Mildred said eagerly. 
“About half of our children are 
boys.” . 

“Then think,” Mrs. Pruitt said 
firmly. “Some of them must have 
gotten into trouble with the law.” 

“We don’t have much law here, 
Clara. Just Mr. Barrow, our con- 
stable, and the boys all like him. 
The last time he arrested anybody 
was in the summer of ’56 and that 
was a tourist who was litter-bug- 
ging our park.” : 

“Almost anything can qualify as 
juvenile delinquency,” Clara said a 
ttifle desperately. “How about tru- 
ancy?” : 

Mildred shook her head. “Elm- 
dale always wins the county Best 
Attendance Flag. Last year we 
would have had a perfect record, 
except that Henry Preston missed 
~ an afternoon.” i 

Mrs. Pruitt closed her eyes. “I 
give up. I suppose you all live to a 
ripe old age and die of boredom?” 

“My mother is still spry at seven- 
ty-eight,” Mildred said proudly. 
“She still bakes all her own bread 
and Mr. Swanson used to say that 
she made the best Graham bread 
in town.” : | 

“Used to?” Clara asked dryly. 
“Did he change his mind?” 
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“No. He fell off a cliff.” 
“Well,” Clara said. 
things do happen here.” 
“Every afternoon, rain or shine, 
he’d take a constitutional through 
the woods and along Felton’s cliff. 
Then last year he slipped and fell 


over.” 


Clara tasted a cookie. “Maybe - 


somebody pushed him.” 
“He lived alone,” Mildred said. 
“He was almost eighty and every- 


body in town thought he had a lot 


of money hidden in the walls of his 
house or the basement or some 
place like that. But the constable 
searched and searched and he didn’t 
find anything.” 

Ther was a thud on the porch 
outside and Mildred said, “That’s 
the paper. Frank has the route 
now.” . oe 
“There’s a recluse in every town,” 
Clara said. “Nine times out of ten 
it turns out that he has no money 
at all.” a 

“Well, people didn’t exactly know 
that he had money. They just fig- 


ured he had because he worked 


hard all his life and he never seemed 
to spend much.” Mildred poured 


more tea. “Frank is a nice boy, but 


he isn’t like Henry was.” 


Clara seemed pensive. “On the 
other hand, if everybody thought 


he had money .. .” 


“Henry Preston,”.. Mildred said. 


“He had the paper route before 


Frank. Such a polite boy and a | 


blessing to his mother. She’s a wid- 


ow and he’d do anything for her.” _ 


“So some — 


years a 
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Clara selected two lumps of sug- | 


ar. “How do you know there was 


- no money? ‘You’ve just got the con- 


stable’s word for that.” 

“Mr. Barrow says he searched 
for hours.” Mildred stirred her tea. 
“Henry gave up the paper route 
last year. Usually when a paper boy 
gives up a route, he sells it to the 


_ next boy. Like a doctor’s. practice, 


you know. But Henry gave it to 
Frank, Henry’s a generous boy.” 
“How do you know that Swan- 
son fell off the cliff? Did anybody 
see him fall?” | 
“No. But the constable says that’s 


~ what must have happened.” Mil- 


dred put her cup on the saucer. 


“Henry gave up the route because _ 


he said it interfered with his school 


work. Though, goodness knows, 


he always had straight A’s.” 

“You say that Swanson lived 
alone,” Clara pressed. “Didn’t he 
have any friends?” 

“Just the constable. He and Mr. 


Swanson used to play chess once in 


awhile.” . 
“Ah, hal” Clara said thought- 
fully 


“Emily, that’s Henry’s mother, is 


‘such a nice woman. She worked at 


McCoy’s grocery store for eight 
years and never missed a day. Not a 
single day. But it was hard on her.” 
“This constable, Mr. Barrow, 
what kind of a man is he?” 


“Very jolly,” Mildred said. “He 
belongs to just about every club in 
town.” 

“Has he been spending any ... 
ah, extremely large sums of money 
recently?” 

“T haven’t heard that he has,” Mil- 
dred said. “Emily quit her job at 
McCoy’s last year.” 

“He'd wait,” Clara said almost to 
herself. “Two years, three.” 

“It was such luck for Emily,” 
Mildred said. “Getting that inher- 
itance from her uncle in Seattle.” 
She frowned slightly. “Or was it 
Portland? Once Emily said Seattle 
and the other time Portland. I guess 
she must be confused.” 

“Who found the body?” Clara 
asked. 

“Henry,” Mildred said. 

Clara’s voice was a preoccupied 
murmur. “Naturally ~*Barrow 
wouldn’t want to find the body 
himself. Too suspicious.” 

“That was the afternoon Henry 
was absent from school and spoiled 
the perfect attendance record.” Mil- 
dred laughed lightly. “My good- 
ness! He was playing hookey! 
Imagine that, Clara. We really do 
have a juvenile delinquent after all, 
don’t we? Wouldn’t Henry qual- 
ify?” | 

But Mrs.-Pruitt wasn’t listening. 
Her thoughts were still on Con- 
stable Barrow. 
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